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earth like a mist from which there was no
escape. His head throbbed with the mono-
tone and he longed for the thunder and the
lightning to split the walls of the prison.
Even the grasshopper was a burden.

It was a day with no clean edges, no dean
decisions; a day of doubts, hesitations and
self-contempts, Boston began to suspect
himself. It could not, it simply could not,
have been honesty that made him warn
Bettington not to marry Felicia if she asked
him, and Felicia not to hitch on to him; he
must have been trying to put her aside once
more as a victim for himself, to reserve her
for the sacrifice. He had abhorrent thoughts;
he felt he could never escape from his own
tortuous toils ; he was born like that, he was
not responsible; why not let himself go?
He called up all his reserves of will to put these
thoughts out of his consciousness. He suc-
ceeded as far as a man may, but he was
exhausted when he tapped at the green
door.

A little maid of sixteen opened it. Her
starched white cap over her blushing apple
face reminded him of an urchin in a paper
helmet too small for him. She showed him
into the quiet drawing-room. It was hardly